MUTINY MEMOIRS.               ^ I
It is really difficult to exaggerate the
demoralisation which at that period
seemed to overcome the nerves of certain
of the more weak-kneed among us.
Every native was to their excited imagin-
ation a "Pandy." My own faithful
bearer, Sheo.deen, owed to the natty
twist of his turban and the martial way
in which he habitually curled up his
moustaches, a very close interview with
the hangman. He was, during my ab-
sence, arrested, and would undoubtedly
have been given a short shrift if an
officer who knew him had not sent for
me in hot haste. My earnest advice to
-him after that grim experience was to
roll his " puggrie " anyhow, to take the
curl out of his moustaches, to drop his
jaunty swaggering gait, and generally
to look as mean and dirty as possible.
On the night of the nth an adventure
happened to myself, which at the time
*I was rather shy of mentioning, but
which I may now relate. I had taken
it on myself to do a little patrolling on
my own account; and as I was starting